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It has been frequently observed^ that the 
memoirs of literary men are, in general, 
so devoid of extraordinary incident, that 
the relation of them is calculated more to 
instruct than to amuse. The Life of Ca- 
MOEKs forms an exception to this remark. 
Its vicissitudes were so many and so va- 
rious, as almost to encourage a belief, 
that in describing them, the deficiencies^ 
of fact were sometimes supplied by the 
pencil of romance. 



The late ingenious Translator of the 
Lusiad has portrayed the character, and 
narrated the misfortunes of our poet, in a 
manner more honourable to his feelings 
as a man, than to his accuracy in point of 
biographical detail. It is with diffidence 
that the present writer essays to correct 
his errors ; but as the real circumstances of 
the life of Camoens are mostly to be 
found in his own minor compositions, 
with which Mr. Mickle was unacquaint- 
ed, he trusts that certain information wilt 
atone for his presumption. 

The family of Camoeks was illustrious^ 
and originally Spanish. They were long 
settled at Cadmon\ a castle in Galicia^ 
from which they probably derived their 
patronymic appellation. However, there 
9.re some who maintain that their name al- 
luded to a certain wonderful bird% whose 

' Farid y Sovta, V. del. P. § iii. 

^ The Camad, Our poet himself gires a soBievrhat 



joischievous sagacity disQovered and pu- 
nished the smallest deviatipn firom conju- 
gal fidelity *> A lady of the house of Cad- 
moDf whose conduct had been rather in- 
discreet, demanded to be tried by this ex- 
traordinary judge. Her innocence was 
proved, and in gratitude to the being who 
bad restored him to matrimonial felicity, 
the contented husband adopted his name. 

In the fourteenth century, a dispute 
having arisen between the families of Cad* 

different account of the matter, f^uintil, a huma'dama, 
V. 190.) Formerly, every well-regulated family in Spain 
retained one of these terrible attendants. The infidelitfj^ 
of its mistress was the only circumstance which could 
depriye it of life. Should her guilt have been extended 
to any degree beyond a wish, the faithful bird immedi- 
ately betrayed it, by expiring at the feet of its injured 
lord. It soon was difficult to find a Camao that had lived 
in the same family during three generations; and at 
length the species became entirely extinct ! 

This odious distrust of female honour is ever charac- 
teristic of a barbarous age. The CamaS of Spain, and 
the M^mbo of Africa, are expedients indicative of equal 
r«ftoemeDt. 



mon and JDe Castera'^ a knight of the for^ 
xner had the imsfortune to lull a cayalier 
belonging to the latter. A long train of 
persecution ensued, to escape from which, 
Ruy de Camoens embraced the cause of 
King Ferdinand^, and removed with hk 
family into Portugal, under the protection 
of that monarchy about the year 1370-. 
His son, Vasco de Camoens, was highly 
distinguished by royal favour^, but had 
the superior honour of being the ancestor 
of our immortal poet, who descended from 
him in the fourth generation. 

Luis de Camoens was born at Lisbon, 
about the year 1524*. His misfortunes 

^ Salgado de Araujo, — Casas de Galicia, p. 304. 

* Gareez FerreyrtU'^Wd. do Poet. Edit Gendron. 
111. 

' Kiog Ferdinand invested him with the lordships of 
Portalegre^'Alam-queri &c. Faria, 

* The place of his nativity is ascertained, by his fre- 
quent application of the epithet " paternal** to the Ta^ 
gns ; the time of it is involved in some obscurity, but 
an entry in the register of the Portuguese India House 



beganr with his birth, for he never saw the 
smile of a fiither ; Simon Yaz de Camoens 
having perished by shipwreck in the' very 
year which gave being to his son. Such, 
at least, is the received opinion, although 
there be many reasons for calling it into 
qnestion^ Notwithstanding the ditbinu- 
tion of wealth, which the family sustained 
iii consequence of this eveht,%e youthful 
Camoens was sent to the university of 
Ccnmbra^ and. maintained there by tfaef 
provident care of his surviving parent. 

« 
The ideas associated with the plaeeof 

our education are generally lasting. It i» 

the peculiarity of poetical minds to recal 

them with delight, and Camoens fre-^^ 

appears to determine it. He is there stated to have been 
twenty-five years old in 1550. Faria, VId. do Poet. 

^ The same registes. mentions him as one of his 8oa's> 
fiuvettesy and, consequently, living in 1550. 

* Faria y Souiar-^everim-^Ferrtrytu 

A 2: 
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quently mentions Coimbra, where he was 
fostered on the " lap of science," with all 
the tender gratitude of an affectionate 
son. Daring the period which lie passed 
at the anirersity, he was an utter stranger 
to that passion, with which he afterwarda 
became so intimately acquainted. It is 
even recorded, that while the manly graces 
of his person inspired many of the better 
sex with admiration, he treated his fair 
captives with disdain, or, at most, as the 
mere objects of temporary transport ^ 

But the scene was soon to be changed, 
and on his arrival at Lisbon, he was des- 
tined to feel the full vengeance of that 
god whose power he had contemned. 
Love is very nearly allied to devotion, and 
it was in the exercise of the latter that 

' Camoens, Can^. II. stanz. vi. Canf, VII. stanz. it. 
Son. VII. Sotita in loc. 
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Camo£Ns was introduced to the know- 
ledge of the former. In the Church of 
*< Christ's Wounds," at Lisbon^ on the 
1 1th of April, 1 542 ', he first beheld Dona 
Caterina de Ataide, the object of his purest 
and earliest attachment. The churches of 
Spain and Portugal, says Scarron, are the 
Teiy cradles of intrigue*, and it was not 
loi^ before Camoens enjoyed an oppor-« 
tunity of declaring his affection, with all 
the romantic ardour of eighteen, and of a 
poet. 

But, in those days, love was a state of 
no trifling probation, and ladies then un- 
conscionably expected a period of almost 
chivalrous servitude, which, happily for 
gentlemen, i^no longer required. The 
punctilious severity of his mistress formed 
the subject of our poet's most tender com- 

« 

^ For the reasons which have indaced the translator 
to assign Uiis date, see the note on Sonnet I. 

* 

Roman Comique i P. I. ch. ix. ' 
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plaints ; for, though her heart had secretly 
decided in bis favour, still Portuguese de-' 
Ucacy suppressed all avowal of her pas-' 
sion. After many months of adoration, 
\iviien he humbly besought a ringlet of her 
hair, she was so far soften^ by his eii- 
treaties, as to make a compromise with 
prudery, and bestow one of the silken fil- 
lets which encircled her head\ These 
anecdole$ must not be despised, for they 
mark the temper of the times. 

The peculiar situation of Dona Caterioa 
(that of one of the queen^s ladies) imposed 
an uniform restraint on her lover, which 
soon became intolerable. Like another 
Ovid, he violated the sanctity of the royal 
precincts, and was in conse^ence banish- 
ed from the court'. With the precise na- 
ture of his offence we are unacquainted,, 
but it too probably arose from a breach of 

' Camoens, Son. XUI. and Souse in loc. 
5 Camoens, Ee}g. IIL and Soutu id Ioc. 
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discretion^ the first and noblest amongst 
the laws of gallantry \ Whatsoever it 
might have been, it famished a happy- 
pretext to the lady's relations, for termi- 
BBting an intercourse which worldly cen«- 
sidierations rendered, on her part, of the 
highest imprudence* But Love prepared 
consolation for his votary, where least he 
expected it. On the morning of his de-p 
psrture, his mistress relented from her 
Wonted severity, and confessed the secret 
of her long-concealed affection^. The 
sighs of grief were soon lost in those of 
mutual delight, and the hour of parting 
was, -perhaps, the sweetest of our poet's ^ 
e:«istence. Thus comforted, he removed to 
Santarem, (the scene of his banishment) but 
speedily returned to Lisbon, again tasted 
of transport, was a second time detect* 
ed, and a second time driven into exile ^. 

' Faria y Sotua. Comment, in Eclog. pag. 240. 
' Sonnet XXIV. and Comment in loc 
' Faria y 5otifo, V. del. P. § xiv. 
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To such a spirit as Camoens, the inacti* 
vity of this situation must have proved in* 
supportable; the voice of Love whispered 
a secret reproach, and inspired him with 
the glorious resolution of conquering the 
obstacles which fortune had placed be- 
tween him and felicity. He accordingly 
sought and obtained permission to accom- 
pany King John III.^ in an expeditioa 
then concerted against the Moors in Afri- 
ca. Here, whilst bravely fighting under 
the commands of a near relation % he was 
deprived of his right eye, by some splin- 
ters from the deck of the vessel in which 
he was stationed. Many of his most pa- 
thetic compositions were written during 
this campaign, and the toils of a martial 



^ Of this monarch Camoens gives a fine character m 
one comprehensive line. 

** Foy rey, fez tudo quanio a rey se cfeoe." 

Son. LIX. 
" He was a king — in every act a king." 

^ Sottsa says, under those of bis father. Vida. § xiv. 
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life were sweetened by the recollection of 
her for, whom they were endured. 

His heroic conduct in many engage- 
ments, at length purchased his recal to 
court. He hastened home, fraught with 
the most tender anticipations, and found 
— ^what must have been his feelings ? that 
his mistress was no more ! * — 

. There can scarcely be conceived a more 
interesting theme for the visions of ro- 
mance, than the death of this young and 
amiable being. The circumstances of her 
fate are peculiarly favourable to the exer- 
cise of conjecture. She loved, she was be- 
loved, yet unfortunate in her attachment, 
she was torn from the world at the early 
age of twenty'^ ; and we cannot but adorn 
her grave with some of the wildest flowers 
which fancy produces. But her lot was 

> Comment, in Sonn. XIX. et alibi. n)id. 
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enviable, compared to that of her lover. 
The measure of his sorrows was yet im- 
perfect. He had still to encounter the 
cruel neglect of that nation^ whose glory 
his valour had contributed to maintain: 
The claims of mere merit are too often 
disregarded, but those which are fotnidfiNdl 
on the gratitude of courts are hopelei^ in- 
deed! Long years were passed by Ca^ 
MOENS in unsuccessful application for the 
reward which his services demanded', and 
in suing for his rights at the feet of men 
whom he could not but despise. This wis 
a degradation which his high spirit knew 
not how to endure, and he accordingly 
bade adieu to Portugal, to seek, under the 
burning suns of India, that independence 
which his own country denied \ 

1 Joseph de Aquino, Vid.doPoet, p. 132. edit. 178^. 

^ *' As derradeiras ptUavras que na nao duseforaZ at d& 
Scipiao Afr/canOf Incrata patria, non possidems. 
OSS A MEA!"'-"The last words which I ottered on board 
of the vessel were those of Scipio— * Ungrateful coun^ 
try I thou shalt not even possess my bones*.** Skich are the 
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There are some who attribute this event 
to a very difiereat cause^ and assert that 
Camoens quitted Lisbon in consequence 
df a discovered intrigue with the beautiful 
wife of a Portugueses gentleman^ Per^ 
baps this story may not be wholfy un*. 
foQiided. It is improbable that he remain- 
ed lopg constant to the memory of a de- 
parted mistress^ when living beauty was 
roadjr to-supply her place. His was not a 
heart that could safely defy temptation, 
aldioogh the biurbarous ingenuity of some' 
commeotators^ would make us believe, 
that all his amours were purely platonic, 
and that he was ignorant of the passion in 
^very other respect. Happily for himself 
the case was di&rent, and his works re- 

expressi&os of Camoens, in a letter written from India, 
to a friend at Lisbon. The whole of this composition is 
interesting and pathetic in the extreme. 

' Mickle,-^Ljfe of Camoens. Unfortunately, Mx« M« 
does ^ot cite any authority for this supposition.. 

f Faria, in Son. X. et al. 
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cord that he more than once indulge in 
the little wanderings of amatory frolic\ 

On his arrival in India, we find that Ca« 
MdENs contributed^ in no small measure^ 
to the success of an expedition against 
the Pimenta Isles, carried on by the Kin^ 
of Cochin and his aUies the Portuguese. 
His own recital of this affair exhibits all 
the charming modesty of merit ^. In the 
following year (1555) Manuel de Vascon-^ 
celos conducted an armament to the Red 
Sea^ Our poet accompanied him, and 
with the intrepid curiosity of genius, ex-> 
plored the wild regions of Africa by t^hicb 
Mount Felix is surrounded. Her^ bi& 
mind was stored with sketches of scenery^ 
which afterwards formed some of the most 

' Those who are desirous of further iaformation on 
this subject, may obtain a very curious anecdote by 
consulting Sottsa. Vid. del. P. § xxxii. 

^ Eleg. I. 

* Life, by Ferreyra, § xiv. 
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finished pictures in his Lusiady and in other 
compositions^, to the former of which, on 
returning to Goa, he devoted his whole 
attention. 

India, at that time, presented a scene 
of political depravity, which no subse- 
quent period has excieeded. Practices 
were tolerated, which eventually wrought 
the downial of the government by whom 
they were authorized ; hordes of hungry 
adventurers rioted on the spoils of the 
friendless natives, and the demons of ra- 
pacity and avarice were evqry where ex- 
alted into gods. The spirit of Camoens 
rose in revolt against the enormities by 
which he was surrounded. . An opportu- 
nity of declaring his disgust, at length oc- 
curred. The arrival of a new governor 
at Groa, was celebrated by the exhibi- 
tion of a kind of tournament, in which 

I In particular^ the IX. Cao9am« 
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jpeeds were employed in place of lancesj. 
thence called " The Sport of the Canes.**. 
CitMOENS published a satirical account of 
this afiair, in which he described the chief 
men of Goa, as adorned with all^orical 
devices, &c. allusiye to the character and 
conduct of each^ la consequence of 
tins, he was banished to China by order o£ 
Barreto, the governor, against whom the 
bard's attack had been prindpal]^ djg* 
rected. 

This proceeding of CAMOENs-has not 
escaped reprehension. He has been ac- 
cused of ingratitude; but how could he 
be ungrateful, who never had a friend?: 
His rashness in provoking the anger of 
the great, has likewise been censured by 
the cold-blooded moderation of worldly 
men; men to whom truth itself seems a 

* He likewise wrote some verses entitled» *' Di*paraie» 
na Indioj* which severely aDimadverted on the malr 
administration of the new governor. 
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llbd/if it oflfend the dignity of a gnm^ 
dee^ Yet, though it be a mournful fact 
that prudence and genius but rarely ac- 
cord) is the sacrifice of the former to be 
regretted) when it makes way for the pu- 
nishiiifsnt of rtce, by the bcdd utterance of 
honest indignation ? On this principle, the 
conduct of 'oiir author appears ahnostiree 
from blame, and, perhaps, he was only 
ctdpable in suffering resentment to give 
too high a colouring to the sketches of 
truth. . 

The adventures of Camoens in China, 
the temporary prosperity which he there 
experienced, and the numerous sorrows 
and persecutions^ which he afterwards en- 
countered, have been fuHy and elegandy 
detailed by the late ingenious translator 
of the Lusiad. To his narration the pre- 

. ' Amongst others^ Mons. Du Perron dt Cattenp the 
Txmuh translator of tbe Lusiad. 
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sent writer begs to refer^ kst he should 
extend these remarks beyond their proper- 
bounds. 

After an absence of sixteen years Ga- 
MoENs was compelled to return to Pcnrtu* 
gal, poor and friendless as when he de- 
parted. His immortal Lusiad was now 
ready for publication, which, however, 
was delayed, in consequence of the vio- 
lence with which the plague then raged 
throughout Lisbon. At length, in the 
siunmer of 1572, it was printed % and re- 
ceived with all the honour due to such a 
glorious achievement of genius. It is even 
asserted that King Sebastian, to whom it 
was inscribed, rewarded the author with 
a pension of 375 reis^ But, admitting 

* Faria y Sotua, VicU § xxvii. 

^ When Sebastian undertook the Moorish exfJedition, 
assured of victory, he brought a poet with him to Africa, 
to witness his exploits, and to celebrate them in song^. 
The person selected for this office was Diego Bemardes, 
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The character of Camoens may be in- 
ferred fron his writings; An open and 
undisguised contempt of every thing base 
and sordid, whatever were the rank or 
power of its possessor, formed one of its 
principal features. We have already seen 
how much the worldly interest of our poet 
was injured by this honourable audacity 
of soul. Those who condemn it must be 
ignorant that the exercise of this feeling 
produces a more enviable delight than 
any which fortune can ever bestow. The 
poor man is not always poor ! 

But gallantry was the leading trait in 
the disposition of Camoens. His amours 
were various and successful. W )man was 
to him as a ministering angel, -and for the 
little joy which he tasted in life, he was 
indebted to her. The magic of female 

world shall witness how dearly I have loved my coun- 
try. I have returned, not merely to die in her bosom^ 
bat to die with her !" Souta» Vid. § xxv> 
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charms fantid im fitvourite theme^ and 
while he paints the allurements of the sex 
with the glowing pencil of an enthusiast, 
he seems transported into that heaven 
which he describes. Nor did this passion 
ever desert him ; even in his last days, he 
feelingly regretted the raptures of youth, 
and lingered with delight on the remem* 
brances of love. A cavalier named Ruy de 
Camera% having called upon our author 
to finish a poetical version of the seven 
jienitefitial psalms, raising his head from 
his miserable pallet, and pointing to his 
faithful slave, he exclaimed, ** Alas, when 
I was a poet, I was young, and happy, 
and blest with the love of ladiesy but now, 
I am a forlorn deserted wretch : — See — 
there stands my poor Antonio, vainly 
sa^plicRting four^pence to purchase a little 
coals — I have them not to give him!" 
The cavalier, as Sousa quaintly relates, 
closed his heart and his purse, and quit- 

I Souta. Vid. § xxix. 
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ted the room. Such were the grander of 
FcNrtagal! 

The genius of Camqbns was almost 
universal. Like the great father of Ei^- 
Itsh poetry, there is scarcely any species 
of writitig, ftom the epigram to the epic^ 
whioh he has not attempted, and, like 
him, he has succeeded in all. It is not 
the province of the translates: to o£kr any 
vemarks on the Lusiad. That task has 
Bire/Ldy been ably performed. Of bis mi- 
nor prodttctions, the general characteris*- 
ticiseaw;. not the studied carelessness of 
modem refinement, but the graceful and 
charming simplicity of a Grecian muse. 
When he wrote, the Italian model was in 
fiwhion, smd as Camoens was intimately 
acquainted with that language, he too fre- 
quently sacrificed his better judgment to 
the vitiated opinion of the public. Hence 
the extravagaat hyperboles and laborious 
aUiisions, which he has sometimes, though 
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rarely, employed. But his own taste was 
formed on purer principles. He had stu- 
died and admired the poems of Provence*. 
He had wandered through those vast ca- 
tacombs of buried genius, and treasure 
rewarded his search. Even the humble 
knowledge of Proven§al literature, which 
the present writer possesses, has enabled 
him to discover many passages which the 
Portuguese, poet has rendered his own. 
But we must be careful not to defraud 
Camoens of the merit of originality. To 
that character he has, perhaps, a juster 
claim than any of the moderns, Dante 
alone excepted. The same remark which 
Landino applies to that poet, may be re-> 
ferred to him^ He was the first who 

> " The poetry of the Troubadours passed into Arra- 
gOQ and Catalonia at the time when the kings of the 
former territory, (counts of Barcelona) became by 
marriage counts of Provence." 

Mans, Lb Grande Fabliaux, vol. ii. p. 25. 

2 « Trov6 Omero la lingua Greca molto gia abbon- 
dante, ed eHmata da Orfeo, da Museo^ &c. kc. trov6 
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wrote with' elegance iii his native tongue. 
The language of Rome, and even of 
Greece, had been refined by antecedent 
authors, before the appearance of Virgil 
or of Homer, but Camoens was at once 
the polisher, and in some degree the cre- 
ator of his own; How deplorable must 
havebeen its state, when it naturalized two 
thousand new words, on the bare authori* 
ty of a single manM Monsieur Manage 
was want to pique himself on having in* 
troduced into French the term *' vinuste;'*'* . 
yet all his influence could never make it 
current, nor indeed did it long survive its 
illustrious fabricator^.. 

« 

Our author, like many others, has suf- 
fered much from the cruel kindness of 

ViiipUio la Latina cfsornata e da Ennio, e da Lucrezio, 
Jcc. &c. ma inanzi a Oante in lingua Toscana nessuna 
avea trovato alcuna leggiadria, &c." Landino, Comm. 
in Dant ed. mccccxci. fol. xiii. 

* Longueroana, ou Peose^s de PAbbe Dufour, p. 229*. 

* Ibidemi 
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editors anil commentatars. After die first 
publication of his ''^ Bimas, '* there appear-- 
ed a number of spurious compositions^ 
which^ for some time, were attributed ta 
him. Amongst these was a poem to which 
notice is due, not on account of its own 
merit, but from regard to the reputation 
of Camoens. It is called ** The Creation 
and Composition ofMan,^^ and is a strange 
medley ot anatomy,, metaphysics, and 
school divinity. In subject, and occasion- 
ally in execution, it strikingly resembles 
the Purple Island of Phineas Fletcher ; and^ 
like it, is a curious example dP tortured 
ingenuity. One instance shall suffice. 
Man is typified under the symbol of a 
tower. The mouth is the gateway, and 
the teeth are described as two and thirty 
millers, clothed in white, and placed as 
guards on either side of the porch. His 
metaphor is more satirically just, when be 
represents the tongue as a female, old and 
experienced, whose office was to regulate 



md asnat the efforts of the thirty-two grin* 
ders aforesaid, all young men of indiapen- 
sable utility and extraordinary powers ! 

** Duros e rifot, trinta e dout moieirot 
•* De grandefor^a, e lUil eatereiqo ."* 

He must possess no little credulity, who 
would attribute such a work to the author 
of the Lusiad K 

There is also another poem which bears 
bis name, but is certainly the production 
of a difl^ent hand. The martyrdom of St. 
Ursula and the eleven thoussuid virgins 
forms its subject. But it is not probable 
that the persevering chastity of these iih- 
happy ladies could ever have found favour 
in the sight of our amorous bard. It is still 

* A Treatise on Surgery was printed in 1551, by Ber- 
nardino de Montana. The second Part of it is called 
** El Sueno,*^ or. The Dream, and seems to have been 
the origiDal from which this singular poem was derived. 

B 2 
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less likely that he would have celebrated 
it in song. 

Camoens is the reputed author of 
three comedies, published at different pe- 
riods after his death. The subject of one 
of them is the amour of Antiochus with 
his step-mother Stratonice. There are 
some fine .passages to be found in this 
production ; but, in general, the writer 
seems to have anticipated the taste of mo- 
dem times, and to have considered co- 
medy and farce as the same. Another is 
founded on the prolonged adventure of Ju- 
piter and Alcmena. The third, and in- 
disputably the best, relates the romantic 
loves of a prince of Denmark and a Spa- 
nishlady, who, after a due course of tribu- 
lation, prove to be first-cousins, and are 
happily united. But notwithstanding the 
improbability of the design, the execution 
is good ; and, on the whole, this composi- 
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tion bears internal evidence of the hand 
of Camoens. 

Something remains to be said of the 
present translation. It is offered to the 
world with diffidence, as the favourite 
amusement of a young mind, which, when 
obliged to relax from severer studies, pre-> 
ferred literary trifling to total inactivity. 
The translator begs to observe, that for 
the most part, he has closely copied his 
author, but that where circumstances de- 
manded, he has not hesitated to be 

" True to his sense — hut truer to his fame,** 

Literal versions are justly deemed ab- 
surd ; yet, on the other hand, too great 
an extension of the Horatian precept, 
«« ^ec verbum verbo,^'* has been the bane 
of many. It has proved to the world of 
translation, what the phrase " liberality 
of sentiment" has been to that of morals 



9& 

•—the wofst of errors have originated from 
both. 

Of the notes f little can be said. He 
who comments on amatory verses under- 
takes but a limited office. His utmost ef- 
fort is tiie citation of parellel passages^ 
imless he substitute admiration for criti- 
cism ; a mistake into which, of all others, 
a translator is most likely to faQ* 

The present writer has yet to offer his 
grateful acknowledgments to those whose 
advice and experience have aided his la- 
bours. It is with pride and pleasure that 
he enrols among them the names of Perci/ 
and of Hayley. To the kindness of the 
latter he is indebted for the assistance of 
many valuable books, which could not 
elsewhere be procured; and to the al- 
most fatherly friendship of the learned Bi- 
shop of Dromore, his obligations have 
long been unbounded. It is no small ho- 
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nour to so young a writer, that he should 
be countenanced by men, who, like the 
good spirits in Trissino, sit under the 
shade of their own laurels, and smile en- 
couragement on those who are labouring 
up the; mountain over which they preside* 
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FROM THE PORTUGUESE OP 



CAMOENS. 
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POEMS. 



CANZON. 



*^ Lemhrevoa mnha tristeza 



Canst thou forget the silent tears 

Which I have shed for thee ? 
And all the paags, and doubts^ and fears. 
Which scattered o'er my bloom of years 
The blights of misery ? 
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I never close my languid eye 

Unless to dream of tbee ; 
My every breath is but the sigb^ 
My every sound the broken cry 

Of lasting misery.. 

O when in boyhood's happier scene 
I pledged my love to thee^. ^ 

How very little did I ween 

My recompence should now have beeD> 
So much of misery ! 
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MADRIGAL. 



** Sede dd vestida and<ds 

^ Par quern jd vida no temy'" &c. 



Why art thou cloth'd Id sad array 
For him, whose days are done. 

Yet dost no sign of grief display 

For those, thy lightniag glances day? 
Though he thou moumest be but one ; 

— ^More than a thousand, they. — 

Thou bendest on the lover's pray'r 

The tearless eye of scorn ; 
And while thou dost, with barbarous care,. 
Th' illusive guise of feeling wear, 

Tho' Pity's garb^ thy breast adorn, 
<^Iie never enters there ! 
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MADRIGAL. (V.NJ 



^ JIfi eora^im me htm rmihitdo 
^ Y Amor vUndo mis en^osy'* &c. 



The heart that warni'd my giuldess breast 
Some wanton hand had thence conveyed, 

But Love, who saw hb bard distreas'd, 
In pity thus the thief betra/d — 

** Tis she who owns, the fiureat mira 

** And sweetest eyes that e'er were seenF 

And sure if Love be in die right, 
(And was Love ever in the wrong ?) 

To thee, n^ first and sole dehght^ 
lliat simple heart must now belong— 

•^Because thou hast the jfaurest mien 

And sweetest eyes that e'er were seen!. 

■ // ■ 
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MADRIGAL. 

(V.N.) 



^* NtiS me buscaySf Amor Ugejfn 
^^ NnS me buseays,** &<% 



Fr'tthee, Cupid, hence— desist-^ 
"Why should I increase the list 
OfLys. whose «>le delights consist. 
fit kining, and in being kiss*d? 

Starli^t eyes, and heaving snows^ 
lijpBf young rivals of the rose. 
Rounded limbs, and folding arms, 
Dreams of undiscovered charms, 
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Bound their witchery once about rae ; 

But, their prisoner now is free. 

Since on every side I see, 
There are fools enough without me ! 

lYythee, Cupid, hence — desist^ 
Why should I increase the list ? 
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CANZONET. cr.N.J 



^ Tiempo ! que todo mudaSf 
^' El verde manto que^* &c 



L LOTf 'rs are fresh, and bushes green, 

Cheerily the linnets sing ; 
Winds are soft, and skies serene ; 
Time, however, soou shall throw 

Winter's snow 
O'er the buxom breast of Spring. 

Hope that buds in Lover's heart. 

Lives not through the scorn of years ; 
Time makes Love itself depart. 

Time and scorn congeal the mind ; 

Looks unkind 
Freeze Affection's warmest tears ! 
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Tune shall make the boshes greoi, 
Time dissolve the winter-snow. 
Winds be soft and skies serene^ 

linnetB sing their wonted strain^ 

Bati^liiny 
Blighted Love shall never blow! 
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CANZONET. 

(tide RXMAJIKS ON CAMOBNS^ PAGE 13.) 



** Polo men apartamento 
** Se arrazaof** &c. 



I whisper'd her my last adieu, 
I gave a mournfiil kiss ; 
Cold show'rs of sorrow bath'd her eyes. 
And her poor heart was torn with sighs ; 
Yet — strange to tell — 'twas then I knew 

Most perfect bliss.—- 

For Love, at other times suppress'd, 
Was all betray'd at this — 
I saw him weeping in her eyes, 
I beard him breathe amongst her sighs, 

And ei^iy sob which shook her breast, 

Thriird mme with bliss, 
c 
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Tbe siglit which keen Affection clears, 
How can it judge amiss ? 
To me, it pictured hope ; and taught 
My spirit this consoling thought. 
That Love's sun, tho' it rise in teara, 

Msqr set in bliss ! 
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RONDEAU. (V.N.) 



^ Com AmioT a roM^ 
<< Qm too /•esM,*' &0. 



Just like Love is yonder rose, 
Heavenly fragrance round it throws, 
Yet tears its dewy leaves disclose, 
And in the midst of briars it blows. 

Just like Love. 

CuO'd to bloom upon the breast, 
Since rough thorns the stem invest; 
They must be gather'd with the rest; 
And with it, to the heart be pressed, 

Just like Love. 
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And when rude hands the twin-buds sever. 
They die — and they shall blossom never, 
—Yet the thorns be sharp as ever. 

Just like Love, 
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STANZAS. fV. N.} 



" Os bo8 ri sempre pa88ar 
" No mundo,'* &c 



I SAW the virtuous man contend 
With life's unnumbered woes ; 

And he was poor — without a friend—- 
Pressed by a thousand foes. 

I saw the Passions* pliant slave 

In gallant trim^ and gay ; 
His course was Pleasure's placid wave^ 

His life, a summer's day. — 

And I was caught in Folly's snare. 
And joiu'd her giddy train — 

But found her soon the nurse of Care» 
And Punishment^ and Pain. 
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There surely is some guidiDg pow'r 
Which rightly suffers wrong — 

Gives Vice to bloom its little hdinv-*. 
But Virtue^ late and long! 



£5 



CANZONET. (V. N.} 



^ Ettasse a primavera inuiladadit 
^ Em vossa vistOy* &c. 



Spring in gay and frolic hour, 
Deck'd my love from many a flow'r ; 
Bade young hyacinths difiuse 
Cer her locks their scented dews ; 
Plac'd the violet's darker dyes 
In her ^-imperial eyes; 
Made her Rowing cheek display 

Roses, just their prime attainmg ; 

But reserv'd the buds for staining 
Lqps, as fresh and firm as they ! 

I>ear one ! lie whose amorous suit 
Fain would turn tliy blooms to fruit ; 
Does he merit thus from thee^ 
Fiei:ciiig thoma of cruelty I 
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GANZON. (V.N.J^ 



^^ Qutmdo 8ol encuberio vay mtutroMdOf 
'^ Ao mundo a luz qviaaJ' &c. 



When day has smil'd a soft farewell. 
And night-drops bathe each i^utting bell^ 
And shadows sail along the green. 
And birds are still, afld winds serene, 

I wander alently. 

And while my lone step prints the dew. 
Dear are the dreams that bless my view. 
To Memor/s eye the maid appears, 
For whom have sprung my sweetest tears. 

So oft, 80 tenderly : 
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I sec bcr, as with graceful care 
Slie binds her braids of sunny bair ; 
1 feel ber barp*s melodious thrill 
Strike to my heart — and thence be still 

Re-echo'd faithfully : 

I meet her mild and quiet eye, 
Drink the warm spirit of her sigh, 
See young Love beating in her breast, 
And wish fo mine its pulses press*d, 

* God knows how fervently !' 

Such are my hours of dear delight. 
And mom but makes me long for night. 
And think how swift the minutes flew. 
When last amongst the dropping dew, 

I wander'd silently. 
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MADRIGAL. CF- ^-J 



^ Nunca nuaihaa guace 

^ Mstendemdo seus rayaa," &c. 



X)ear is the blush of early light 
To him who ploughs the pathless deep. 
When winds have rav*d throughout the nighV 
And roaring tempests banish*d sleep- 
Dear is the dawn, which springs at last;; 
And shows him all his peril past. 

Dearer to me the break of day, 
Which thus thy bended eye illumes ; 
And chasing fear and doubt away,. 
Scatters the night of mental glooms,, 
And bids my spirit hope at last, 
A rich reward for peril past 1 
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MADRIGAL. (V. N.J 



^ Quern $e confia em hSs olhoa 
^ Nas meniaas deUeg v^" &c» 



The simple youth who trusts the fair, 
Or on their plighted truth relies. 

Might learn how vain such follies were. 
By looking in his lady's eyes, 
And catch a hint, if timely wise. 

From those dumb children, cradled there ! 

" Poor fool ! thy wayward feats forbear," 
CThose mute advisers seem to say) 
And hence with sighs, and tears, and care, 
** For thou but iling'st thy heart away,, 
" To make a toy — for babies' play." 
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CANZONET. CJ^.N./ 



*^ Nao sei quern asseUa 
" Vosaafermosura" &c. 



Thou hast an eye of tender blue. 
And thou hast locks of Daphne's hue, 
And cheeks that shame the morning's break,. 
And lips that might for redness make 

Roses seem pale beside tliem ; 
But whether soft or sweet as they, 
Lady ! alas, I cannot say. 

For I have never tried them. 

Yet, thus created for delight, 
Lady ! thou art not lovely quite, 
For dost thou not this maxim know,. 
Iliat Prudery is Beauty's foe. 
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A stain that mars a jewel ! 
And e'en that woman's angel face^ 
Loses a portion of its grace, 

If woman's heart be crud ! 

Love is a sweet and blooaiii^ boy^ 
Yet glowing with the blush of joy, 
And (still in youth's delicious (Mime) 
Tho' ag'd as patriarchal T^me, 

The withering god despises : 
Lady ! would'st tliou for ever be 
As fair; and young, and fresh as he — 

Do all that love advises ! 
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STANZAS. 



" TrabdUtos de ae ta u m ia S 

** Se para vds trabalhassey" &c. 



Yes — ^labour, love! and toil would please^ 
Were tofl and labour borne for thee ; 

And Fortune's nursling, lap*d on ease^. 
In wealth of heart be poor to me I. 

Why should I pant for sordid gain ? 

Or why Ambition's voice believe f 
Since, dearest, thou dost not disdain 

The only gift I have to give. 

Time would with speed of lightning flee,. 

And every hour a comfort bring, 
And days and years, employed for thee, 

Shake pleasures from their passing wing I 
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CANZON. 



^^ Sepa, qvien padecey 

^ Que en la sepoUura/* &c. 



O WEEP not thus— we both shall know^ 

Ere long a happier doom ; 
There is a place of rest below, 
Where thou and I shall surely go. 
And sweetly sleep, released from woe 

Within the tomb.. 

My cradle was the couch of Care> 

And Sorrow rocked me in it ; 
Fate seem'd her saddest robe to wear, 
On the first day that saw me there, 
And darkly shadow'd with despair 

My earliest minute. 
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E'en then the griefs I now possess^ 

As natal boons were given ; 
And the fair form of Happiness, 
Whidi hoveled round, intent to bless, 
Scar'd by the phantoms of distress, 

Flew back to heaven ! 

For I was made in Joy's despite, 
And. meant, for Misery's slave; 
And all my hours of brief delight 
Fled, like the speedy winds of night, 
Which soon shall wheel their sullen flight 

Across my grave I 



65 



GANZON. 



'^ Aces me distes tal heridg 

^^ Con gana de darme muerte^*'* £c* 



When I am done to death by thee, 

And cold thy lover lies ; 
Turn to me, dear one ; turn and see 

Thy beauty's sacrifice ! 

Turn to me, dear — and haply then 
Thy looks may life restore ; 

And teach the heart to beat again,. 
That beat for thee before! 
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Turn to me, dear ! and should a^gem 

On those soft eyelids shuie^— 
Fall holy balm — fall fast from them 

In showers, and waken mine. — 

Turn — and from lips that breathe of May, 

If one kind kiss be given,—- 
He who in deathly slumber lay. 

Slept— but to wake in Heavea! 
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CANZONET, f F.N.J 



^ 0$ olha8 socegados^** &:c. 



liADT r when with glad surprise, 
I meet thy soft and shaded eyes. 
Or lost in dreams of love behold. 
Thy waving locks of darkened gold. 
Or press the Vp^ whose dew discloses 
Sweets, that seem the breath of rosei^ 
Lady! I sigh — and with a tear. 
Swear earth is heav'n — ^if thou art near I 

But when (the hour of transport o'er) 
My soul's delight is seen no mor^ 
Bemembering all thy host of charms, 
I tremble then with wild alarms ; 

And, taught by jealous doubt, discover 
In every gazing youth, a lover ; 
Confessing with a silent tear 
That heaven and hell are wondrous near ! 
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CANZON. rJ^. N.J 



**S€a8 penas com que Amor taS mdl me trata 
^' PermiUerem que eu tanto viva dellas" &c. 



Should I but Im a litde mor^ 
Nor die beneadi thy cold disd^in^ 

These eyesibali see thy triumphs o'er. 
Shall see the close of Beauty's reign. 

For Time's transmuting hand shall turn 
Thy locks of gold to " silvery wires;" 

Those starry lamps shall cease to bum. 
As now^ with more than heavenly fires. 

Thy ripen'd cheek no longer wear 
The ruddy blooms of rising dawn ; 

And every tiny dimple there 
In wrinkled Imes be roughly drawn I 
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And oh ! what sbow'rs of fruitless woe ^ 
Shall fall upon that fatal day — 

How wilt thou weep the frequent " NO, 
How mourn occasion past away. 

Those Tain regrets, and useless sighs, 
Shall in my heart no pity move-— 

111 deem them but a sacriiice 

Due to the shade of buried Love ! 
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STANZAS. 



TO NIGHT, yr. a:; 



^ Segreda noite AimgOy a ^ obedefo, 
** As rosas,'* &c. 



INTiGHT ! to thee my vows are paid^ 
Mot that eer thy quiet shade 
Me^ in bower of dalliance laid 

Bless'd and blessing, covers! 
No— for thy friendly veil was made 

To shroud successful lovers ; 
And I, Heaven knows. 
Have never yet been one of those 
Wbose love has proved a thomless rose 1 
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Bat since (as piteous of my pain) 
Goddess ! when I to thee complain 
Of truth despb'd^ and hard disdain, 

Thou dost so mutely listen ; 
For this, around thy solemn &ne 

Young buds I strew, that glisten 
With tears of woe 
By jealous Tithon made to flow, 
From Moroing — thine eternal foe J 
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** Arvore ! qw brando ebetto/' Sec 
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Thou pride of the forest! whose dark branches 
spread 
To the sigh of the south-wind their tremulous 
green, ^ 
And the tinge of whojse buds is as rich and as red 
As the mellowing blushes iof maiden eighteen ! 

0*er thee may the tempest in gentleness blow, 
And the lightnings of Summer pass harmlessly by; 

For ever thy buds keep their mellowing glow. 
Thy branches still wave to the southemly sigh. 
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Because in thy shade, as I lately ledita'd. 
The sweetest of Tiaoiis arose to my view ; 

Twas ^ swoon of the soul — 'twas the transport of 
mkid — 
Twas the haf^iiest minute that ever I knew» 

For this shalt thou still be my favourite tree, — 

In the heart of the poet thou never canst fiide ; 
it shall often be warm'd by remembering thee, 
An d the dream which I dreamt in thy tremu- 
lous shade. 
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CANZONET. rV.N.) 



" £it cmteyji, e agora," &c. 

* 

How sprightly were the roundelays 
I sang in Love*s beginning days ;. 
— ^NoWy alas, I but deplore 
Death of fdl that Uess'd before 1 

Tlien my heart was in its prime, 
(Twas Affection's budding time !) 
— It is broken now — ^and knows 
One sense only — sense of woes \ 

Joy was whilom dash*d with ill. 
Yet my songs were cheerful still ; 
— ^They were hke the captive's strains. 
Chanted to the sound of chains ! 
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CANZON. (V. N.J 



*' A minha ddr, e o nme^'' ke. 



Why shoakl I indiscieetly tell 
The name my heart has kept so well? 
Why to the senseless crowd proclahn 
For whom ascends my hosom>flame ? 

AlaSy there are hut veiy few 

Who fed as I for ever do— 

And hear, with shrinking sense of pain^ 

Holy words from lips profane ! 

For she is holy in my sight 
As are the. seraph forms of light ; 
And that blessTd name denotes whafte'er 
Of good there b6-«or cfaaste-H)r fitir. 
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Of her, in time of heaviest woe, 
I thinks and tears forget to flow ; 
Of her, in passion's fervid dreams^ 
And rapture's self tfafe sweeter seenuk— 

And shall the name, whose magic pow'r 
Throws fight on eveiy passmg hoar. 
Shall it, a word of usage grown, 
By eveiy heartless fool be knovm ? 

No — let it, shrin'd within my breast, 
A Ettle saint, for ever rest, 
With pious ardours worshipp'd there. 
Yet never mentioo'd, but in pray'r I 
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CANZONET, rr. N.) 



*' A hama qub jvtA?A pblos sbob oihos.'^ 
THE LADY WHO SWORE BY HER BYB& 



'' Quando me quiz engasMr 
*^ A minha bella perjura,** &c. 



When the girl of my heart is on peirfurir bent^ 
The sweetest of oaths hides the falsest mtent, 
Afid Suspicion, abash*d, from her company flies» 
When she smiles like an angel— <and swears by her 
eyes. 

For in them such magic, she knows, is display'd. 
That a tear can convince, and a lode can persuade ; 
And she thinks tliat I dare not, or cannot, refaScT^ 
To believe on theur credit whate'er she may choose* 
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But Fve learii'd from the painfiil experience € 

youth, 
That vehement oaths never constitute truth ; 
And Fve studied^those treddreifous eye% and I fin^ 
They are mutable signs of a mutable mind ! 

Then, dear one^ Fd rather, thriee rather believe 
Whiate'er you assert, even though to deceive. 
Than that you " by your eyes'^ should so wickedl; 

swear. 
And sin against heaven — ^for heaven is there ! 
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PART OF THE TfflRD ELEGY. 

(V. N.J 



'* O Sulmonense Ovidio desterrado 
" Na aspereza/* &c. 



When that sweet bard^ to whose harmonious hand 
Love's golden harp in softest warblings sigh'd, 
By stars unkind was too severely tried, 
And forc'd a^ from Rome's parental land 
To pace with weary step the Pontic strand ; 

What a cold rush of recollections came 
Across the exile's sad and sinking mind. 
When Memory drew the joys he left beliind ! 
Her, who so long had fann'd his chaster flame. 
His babes — ^his home — and all that charm'd before. 
And all that bless'd him once, — ^but ne'er shall bless 
him more. 
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Poor banished wretch ! — he had DOt pow'rs to bear 

The vast, unutterable pangs of thought ; 

But still in woods, and wilds, and caverns sought 
A secret covert from the murderer Care ; 
Now slowly wandering through the midnight air» 

In briar'd dell he roams, or pathless grove, 
While vainly slugs the mellow nightingale. 
Unheard by him^although she chant a tale 

So like his own — so sad — so full of love — 
Clos'd are his ears — and dim his moisten'd eyes 
That view with dull rc^^ardthe cold and starry skies. 
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CANZON. 

« EL PEQUENO SONRISO." 

FROM 

RIACHUELO. 



TO IMES DE GUETE^ 

Dear Ines, wouldst thou but believe 
A heart that knows not to deceive, 

(Alas ! nor longer free ;) 
That faithful heart should truly tell 
The secret charm, the tender spell,. 

That bound it first to thee. 

'Tis not, that cradled in thine eyes 
The baby Love for ever hes 

On couches dippM in dew ; 
TTis not because those eyes have won 
Their tempered light from April's sun. 

From Heaven their tints of blue !. 
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Tis not that o'er a bank of snow 
Thy parted tresses lightly flow. 

In waves of lucid gold ; 
Nor yet because the hand of grace 
Has form'd that dear enchanting face 

In beauty's happier mould I 

It was not these — but from my soul. 
It was a little smile that stole* 

The cherish'd sweets of rest ; 
And ever since, bom dawn to night 
And night to dawn, it haunts my sights 

In dimples gaily dressM. 



' This sentiment is very like some beautiful lines of Cle^ 
ment Marot 

Du ris de Madame (T AUehreU 

*< Elle ha tr^ bien cette gorge d'albastre, 
" Ce doulx parler, ce clairtainct, ce beaulx-jreuxy 

'< Mais en effect, ce petit ris foUastre . 

*' C'est a mon gre ce qui luy sied le mieux." 



E'en now by Fancy^s eyes are seen 
The polish'd rows that break betweei^ 

Two lips that breathe of May ' ; 
E'en now — ^but oh» by Passion taught^ 
Young Fancy forms too bold a thought 

For timorous Love to say ! 

Yet, Ines — ^wouldst thou but believe 
A heart that knows not to deceive, 

(Alas ! nor longer free ;) 
Twould tell thee, thou canst ne'er impart 
A smile of thine to soothe a hear^ 

More truly bound to thee ! 



* literally, '* De sangre y leche pintados.** This similey. 
which in our language would convey any idea but that of 
beauty, is nevertheless very common in Spanish Poetry* 
Camoens too has frequently adopted it» 
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CANZONET. 



^ Naio nos engane a riquezOf. 
^ PorqUf'* &c. 



Since in this dreary vale of tears 
No certainty but death s^pears^ 
Why should we waste our vernal years 

In hoarding useless treasure ? 



No^— let the young and ardent mind 
Become the friend of human kind^ 
And in the generous senice find 

A source of purer pleasure^ 
D 2 
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Better to live despb'd and poor. 
Than Guilds eternal stings endure ; 
The future smile of God shall cure 

The wound of earthly woes. 

Vain world ! did we but rightly feel 
What ills thy tresicherouis charms conceal^ 
How would we long from thee to steal 

To Death — and sweet repose! 



^/* , ., 
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CANZON. (KN.) 

" Ft mo^y e pequenmOf" &c» 

I MET Love wand'ring o'er the wild. 
In semblance of a siiiiple child; 
I heard his name, and in the sound 
So much of sweet persuasion found, 
That, piteous of his tears, I pressed 
The httle darling to my breast, 
And watch'd his quiet slumbers there. 
With all a father's tender care ! 

From day to day the orphan grew. 
And with him my affection too ; 
Till at the last, around my mind 
The winning boy so closely twin'd, 
I learnt his baby form to prize, 
Like one of those within mine eyes. 
And lov'd the young adopted more . 
Than ever sire did son before;. 
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I had a bauk of favourite flow'rs 
Which blossom'd e'en in wintry hours. 
Content, the bosom's thorniest rose. 
And innocence, and heart's repose; 
— Love, hke a rude and wanton boy, 
Broke into my bow'rs of joy, 
Tore Content's young roses thence, 
Kill'd repose and innocence ! 

Ah, wretch ! what mischief hast thou done 
To him who lov'd thee like a son I 
How couhist thou dim the doating eyes 
Which did thee h'ke their babies prize ? 
How break the heart of him who press'd 
Thee, cold and weeping, to his breast. 
And watch'd thy quiet slumbers there, 
With all a lather's tender care ? 



SONNETS. 

(V.N.} 



^ 



as 



SONNET I. C V.N.J 



'^ O cuUq dmrnd se celebravu 
" No templo dondey" &c. 



Sweetly was heard the anthem's choral strain^ 
And myriads bow'd before the sainted shrine. 
In solemn reverence to their Sire divine. 

Who gave the Lamb, for guilty mortals slam : 

When in the midst of God's eternal fane, 
(Ah, little weening of his fell design !) 
Love bore the heart (which since hath ne'er been 
mine) 

To one, who seem'd of heav'n's elected train! 

For sanctity of place or time were vain, 

'Gainst that blind archers soul-consuming pow'r, 

Which scorns, and soars all circumstance above. 

Oh, Lady ! since I've worn thy gentle chain, 
How oft have I deplor'd each wasted hour. 

When I was free — and had not leam'd to love ! 
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SONNET II. (V. NJ 



<< O Cisney quando sente ser chegada 
'< A hora que poem/* &c. 



While od the margin of his native shores^ 
In death's cold hour the silver cygnet lies. 
Soft melodies of woe, and tuneful si^is, 

And lamentations wild, he plaintive poors. 

Still charmed of life — and whilst he yet d^lores 
The drear, dark night that seals his dosing ejres^ 
In murmured grief for lost existence-*>die8! 

So, Lady, (thou, whom still my soul adores) 
While scarcely lingering in a world of pain. 

My wearied ^irit treads the verge of death — > 

O Lady, then thy Poet's parting breath 
Shall iaintly animate his final soia(g> 

To tell of broken vows — ^and cold disdain-^— . 
And unrequited love— and cruel wroog ! 
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SONNET III. rV. N.J 



*' Agora toma a espada, agora a pena 
^* Eitacio no83o/* &c. 



JhiUSTACE ! or when you wield the ponderous 
spear. 

Or mingle in the bard's romantic throng. 

To you, Vernal palms of fame belong ! 
To Mars diSkey and to the Muses dear. 
Whether adown the waves of war you steer. 

Or sail upon the tranquil streams of song. 
O, if awhile, with cadence clear and strong, 
My reed mi^t hope to charm your learned ear, 

All undebas'd by aught of pastoral sound. 
Then, Eu^ce, would that humble reed proclaim, 

How you (for valour as for verse renown'd) 

Shall win the warrior's and the poet's praise. 
And like a watch-towV on the steeps of fame, 

Show'r light upon the sons of distent days} 



sa 



SONNET IV. (T.N.). 



<< iVio mvL-ndo poueas anos e cansados 
*^ Vitiy theos de vU miaeria/' &cc^ 



Slowly and heavily the time has ran 
Which I have journey'd on this earthly stage ;- 
For, scarcely entering on my prime of age, 

Grief mark'd me for her own ; ere yonder sun 

Had the fifth lustrum of my days begun : 
And since, compulsive Fate and Fortune's rage 
Have led my steps a long, long pilgrimage 

In search of lost repose, but finding none ! 
For that fell star which o'er my cradle hung^ 

Forc'd me from dear Alamquer's rustic chanasi 

To combat perils strange and dire alarms. 

Midst that rough main, whose angry waters roar 

Rude Abyssinia's cavera'd clifis among, 
— Far from green Portugal's jMO-ental shore ! 



S9 



SONNET V. 

(VID. N. AND LIFE OF CAM0EN8, PAGE 13.) 

^' AqutUa Mate e leda madrugatta^**^ &c. 



XiLii Lover's tears at parting cease to flow. 

Nor sundered hearts by strong despair be torn ; 

So long recorded be that April mom 
W^en gleams of joy were dash*d with show'rs of 

woe: 
Scarce had the purpling east began to glow. 

Of mournful men it saw me most forlorn ; 

Saw those hard pangs, by gentle bosoms borne, 
(The hardest sure that gentle bosoms know !) 
— But obt it saw Love's charming secret told 
By tears fiist dropping from celestial eyes, 
By sobs of grief, and by such piteous aghs 

As e'en m^t turn th* infernal caverns cold, 
And m^ke the guilty deem their su£ferings ease^ 
Their tonoepts luxury— compared to these 1. 



{ 
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SONNET vi. rr.N.ji 



* Jutgume m genie ioda pvr pirdido ' 

*^ Vendwie too entregue a men cufdadOy" &c« 



IS/Ly senses lost, misjudgbg men declare. 
And Reason banish'd from her mental throne,^ 
Because I shmi the crowd, and dwdl al<»e 

In the calm trance of undkturb'd deepair. 

Tears all my pleasure — ^all my comfort care ! 
But I have known, from long experience known 
How vain the worship to those idols shown, 

Which charm the world, and reign unrivall'd there : 

Proud' dreams of pow'r, and fortune's gilded ^ure» 
The li^ts that bkze in tall Ambition's tow'r. 
For such, let others waste life's lit^e hour 

In toil and weary search — but be it mine, 
Lady ! to muse of thee — and in my bow^r 

Pour to thy praise the soul-impassion'd line L 



J r"?- 

^yW 
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SONNET VII. {F. N.J 



^* Se quando vos perdl, minha esperanga 
^< A memmiet perderajuniamenief^ &c. 



l^HSN from my heart the hand of Fortmie tore 
Xhoie sbbUo^ hopes that cheer'd mine earlier day^ 
Would that she too had kindly borne away 

The sweetly sad remembrances of yore ! 

I shotdd not thoi^ as now, in tears deplore 
My bmrkd bliss, and comfort^s £ist decay ; 
For Love (on whom my vain dependance lay) 

StBl lingering cm ddights that live no more, 
JSSb all my peace — whene'er the tyrant sees 
My iqjMrit taste a little hour of ease ! 

Fell star of ffjb^ ! thou never canst employ 
A torment teeming with severer smarts 
Than that which Memory pours upon the hearty 

While ehnging round the sepulchre of joy ! > 



9«: 
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SONNET Vra. (V. N.; 



** Claras agoasefrias do Mimdeg& 
* Doce repousoy' &c. 



MoNDEOO ! thou, whose waters cold and dear ■ 

Gird those green banks, where Fancy fiujn wov^ 
stay, . 

Fondly to muse on that departed day 
When Hope was kind and Friendship seem'd sinc^ie;; 
— Ere I had purchas'd knowledge with a tear, . 
— Mondego ! though I bend my pilgrim way 

To other shores, where other fountains strajy^ 
And other rivers roll their proud career, 
Still — ^nor shall time, nor grief, nor stars severe^ . 

Nor widening distance e'er prevail in aught , 
To make thee less to this sad bosom dear.; 

And Memory oft, by old Affection taughti ^ . . 

Shall lightly speed upon the plumes of thoi^t^. 
To bathe amongst thy waters cold and dear I 



« 



SONNET IX. (V.N.J 



'^ QKem dh que amor hefaho eu enganoso 
** Ugeyro ingrato,^* &c. 



Lives thoe a wretch, who would profanely dare 

On Love bestow a tyrant's barbarous name. 

And foe to every soft delight, proclaim 
His service, slavery ; its wages, care ? 
For ever may he prove it so, nor e'er 

Feel the dear transports of that generous flame ; 

For him nor maiden smile, nor meltinSidame 
The silent couch of midnight bliss prepare ! 

For much he wrongs the gentlest, best of pow'rs, 
Whose very pangs can charm, and torments please. 

Whom long Fve known, and in whose angriest 
faburs 
Soch raptttre found, as would I not forego, 
No^-HOot foi^, for all the dead, cold ease 

WUeb ibffl ladiAerinice could e'er bestow ! 
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SONNET X. (F. N) 



^ Dizei Senhoroy da bdUza idea 
" Parafazerdes," &c. 



Come, tell me, fairest, from what <ttieiit|iiiDe; - 
Where undiscover*d lurk the springs of day^ I 
Did thy triumphant tresses steal away : ]^ 

Their sunny tinges, and their hues divine I ' 
What magic makes thine eye so sweetly ^une, '' 
Like the clear breaking of a summer's doy^. 
And when did Ocean's rifled caves resign 

The pearly wealth tliy parted hps betray. 
When they are severed by seducing smiles f 
— Yet hear me, direst, since with barbarous cfuw^ • 
Such store of blandishment and dangeroua wSes^l 
To thee thy star's propitious genius gavcyr^ i :\ 
— Wam'd by the self-adorer's &te, bewaio,A? -.v 
Nor gaze on yonder fount's refleeting wawi f . : ^'i 
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SONNET XL CF. N.J 



^ Apollo e as ndve nmsas descantendo 
^ Com a dourada Ixra^^* &c. 



What time the liberal Muses ddgn' d to show'r 

Soft inqpiratknis o'er my golden lyre^ 

Love, only love, would all my notes inspire. 
While thus I sang, within my cottage-bow'r — 
« — O blessed be the day, and bkss'd tlie hour, 

** When first I felt the sweets of young desire ; 

** Blessfd be the eyes that woke ray am'rous fire, 
*^ And bless'd the heart, so soon that dwn'd their 
^ pow'rr 

Such was of old my cheerful roundelay, 
TiU: time made all the dear delusion flee, 

Tefe from my heart, not love, but hope away, 
And turning all my sunny scenes to night, 
YeilM every proqiect from my sickening sight, 

Save tboie of greater ilb-^if greater be I 
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SONNET XIL (V. N.) 



^ Em for «6i orraiicMi ifail«# ertddim 
<< Ah Sekk&r Dmn AnttmUy*' &c.' 



Dear lost Antonio ! whilst I yet dq>Iore ' 

My bosom's fiiend — and mourn the wtth^ffiog 
blow 

Which laid, in manly flow Y, the warrior low; 
Whose valour sham'd the giorions deeds ofjfoie; ' 
E'en while mine eyes their hnmid tribute poiir» 

My sphit feeb a sad delight, to know 

iThat thou hast but resigned a world of woe 
For one, where pains and griefs shall wound no mort *, 

Tho' torn, alas, from this suUunar ^here, ' 
For ever torn, by War's ungentle hand, = ■ ' ' ' 

Still, were the Muse but as Affection dtron|j|''^ '^ 



My dead Antonio should revive in song, 
And, graced by Poetry's '* melodious teair^^ 
live, in the inettofy of a gratdul kud I 



..n 
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SONNET xni. cr. N4 



" AJiiniiMmradeMafne>ea$em 

" Ea sombra dm verde$ wif aw fcri ivM^* &c. 



3ILBNT and cooly now ftesh'tiing breez^ blow 
,,. ^Iwe groTes of chesQut crown yon shadowy 
steep ; 
And all abound the tears of Evening weep 
For dosing day^ whose vast orb, westering slow^, 
E^sgs o'er th' endiattled clouds a mdlower glow, 
While hum of folded lierds, and murmuring deep, 
And iUImg liUs, such gentle cadence keep, 
As e'en mig^t soothe the weary, heart of woe ; 

Yet what to me is eve, what evening airs. 
Or iBdling rills, or ocean's murmuring sound, 
Whjk dad and comfortless I seek in vain 
Her who in absenoe turns my joy to cares. 
And as I cast my listless glances romid, 
jVIakes vaiied sceneiy but varied pain I 

£ 
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SONNET XIV. r^- NJ 






M Y best-belov*d !— althou^ unpityiog skies 
And wrathful fortune sternly thus eoDspm* 
To bid thy servant's lingering steps retire 
Far from the tempered gieam of beauty^s eyes- 
Bound still to thine by Lore's eternal ties^ 
That heart remains^ where diaste and wainn 

desire, 
Yet fondly glows with all its form^ &e, 
And Death's cold touch and wasting time deAtB — 
— Yes — and as urg*d by Fate's conuteids I go 
To forthest regions, and unkindest shores, 
Oh there, thy magic name's mysterious charm 
Breath'd in a sigh, shall danger's self disarm. 
And while the combat raves, or tempest roan, 
Lull the loud storm, and soothe the ttreafaiHiB^fce! 
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SONNET XV. r^. N.J 



^ Eu ctmteyjA d^amor too d^eemetUe 



I s AK6 of knre — and in so sweet a stain. 
That hearts most hard were soften'd at the sound. 
And blushing girls, who gaily thronged «cottiid> 

Felt their souls tingle iirith delightful pain — 

For qusuntly did my chanted songs fxplain 
'niose litde secrets that in love abound-^ 
life in a kiss, and death in absence found — 

Feign'd anger — slow consent — and coy disdain. 
And hardihoodyatlength withconquest crown'dL 

Yet did I npt with these rude lips proclaim 
From whom my song such sweet instructions 

drew, 
Tooweak,alas! to pour the praises d^ 

From youtUbl gratitude, to grace the name 
Of her who kindly taught me all she knew ! 



5S021.fi 4 
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SONNET XVI. (V.N.J \ 



** Seda celdfre Lawra afenMsura 
** Hum tmmeroso Cisnef* &c 



If those fiun'd charms which grac'd the TusoQi 
fair 

Could wake a bard so tender and so true. 

Lady ! to you, sure heavenly songs are due. 
Since Heav'n has form'd you with ^peculiar care ; 
Then how, alas! shall humble Liso dare 

Attune his simple melodies to you? 

Must I not trust to that kind chance anew 
Which whilom wove the rosy bands I bear^ 
(When first it gave you to my amorous Tiew :) 

— ^For certes, Lady, you derive your birth 

From yon pure sky, and did from thence descend. 
To cherish virtue on thb lowly earth. 

And mortal hearts of baser mould amend, 
By bright example of superior worth ! 
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SONNET XVII. Cr.N.) 



** Eu vivia de lagrinuu izento 
** Num engano taS docey" &c» 



£ BOM sorrow free, and tears, and dull despadr, 
. I Ih^d Gcmteoted in a sweet repose ; 

I heeded not the happier star of those 
Whose amorous wiles achieved each conquered fair ; 
(Such bliss I deem'd iiill dearly bought with care:) 

Mine was meek Love, that ne'er to frenzy rose, 

And for its partners in my soul I chose 
Benevdence, that never dreamt a snare. 
And Independence, proudly cherish'd there ! 
—Dead now is Happiness — 'tis past, 'tis o'er — 

And in its place, the thousand thoughts of yore. 
Which haunt my melancholy bosom, seem 
Like the iaint memory of a pleasing dream — 

Tliey charm a moment — ^and they are no more ! 



SONNET XVIII. 

(v. N. AMD UFE OF CAMOBMt^ WAfiE %%} 

^< liiido «t(<t2 trfm^aitp pie ficaste/* &c. 

Dear band, which onee «d«»n'd my wonhipp' 
fair. 
Pledge of tint teller gift I bope to gaio. 
In just rewaid ef hxWs long siAr'd |nia$ 
What mighty^trlnipcfft womU my boson Aaxt 
Had i bttt^ron a tren of that crisp htar, 
Vfbos€ kkb liixwiance kte ^•ti diibt resbaull 
Mvcfa tisoagh I prize ttee, auist my hisrfr ooii 

Since deem'dnat woilky a&ct ks p«lse t« wtlur 
A Utde palrtM^ of that pracittiis gold I 

Dear band, my i^scr sold wane grkf^d imleed^ 
TbatBtan sevffe and waywwd firte witfahoM 

Truth's just repaid, mkt faag aAction's meed. 
But that i know 'tis m LoTe% l^ends told, 

Gift% amidi as these, to greatat hknags kad ! 
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SONNET XIX. (V. N.J 



'^ Senhor Joad Lopez, o men hmxo estado, 
'' Ontem vi posto emy' &c. 



O Lopez ! yesterday the stars were kiad, 
And on my lowly state so fairly smil'd. 
That even tbou> thoiigh Fortune's &vour^d duI4» 

For mine would gladly have thy lot resigned. 

Her form I saw, who chains thy prison'd nund. 
Her voice I heard, which musically mildj 
While like a spell it every sense beguiled. 

E'en luU'd to peace the rude and restless wind ! 

— *Lopez ! that voic^ such rare persuasion arm'd. 
That, in a word, our hearts it better dharm'd 
Than others could in thrice a thousand more : — 

How have 1 sjnpe 'gainst Fortune rav'd and Love, 
^ause that bUnd boy compeb us thus f adore 



Her» whA high fortune rears our hopes above 
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SONNET XX. fV.N.} 



^^ Os olhos <mde o casto Amor ardm 
" Ledo de se ver/* &c. 



Thosb charming eyes, within whose story ^ere 
Love whilom sat, and smil'd the hours away, 
Those braids of light that sham'd the beams of 
day. 
That hand benignant, smd thai heart sincere; 
Those virgm cheeks, which did so late aippear 
Like snow-banks scattered with the blooms of 

May, 
Tum'd to a little cdd and worthless clay» 
Are gone — for ev&r gone— and perish here, 
— But not unbath'd by Memory's warraesl tealtl 
— Death ! thou hast torn, in one unpkying hoifr. 
That fragrant plant, to which, while scarce a 

flow'r, 
The mellower fruitage of its prime was given ;^ 

Love saw the deed-— and as he ling^d near, 
Sigh'd o'er the ruin, and retum'd to Hcav'B t 
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STANZAS. 



^ iHi nueva y duke querela 
. ^ E» invisibky" &c. 



Within my boaom'i cell I bear 
A recent wound-^a valued woe ; 

It lurks unseen and buried there. 
No gazing eyes my secret know. 

It was, perhaps, too plainly told. 

When last I heard the ^peaking maid ; 

— ^llie rock untouched was hard and cold, 
— ^Ilie stricken iBint its fires betray'd ! 

£ 2 
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LUSIAD. CANTO VI, 



ESTANCIA XXXVIII. 

aLM quanta este conselho ^faziOy 

No f undo aquosoy a leda e las saf rota 
Com vento sossegado proseguia 

Pelo tranquillo maVy a longa rota : 
Era no tempo quando a luz do dia 
Do Eoo emisferio estH remota 
Os do quarto da prima se deitdvam 
Para o segundo os outros despertavam.- 



to? 



THB 

NIGHT SCENE 

IN THB 

FI. LUSIAD. 

(V.N.) 



xxxvni. 

Meantime as thus below the murmuring deeps 
In solemn council meet the watery train. 

Her bdd career the wearied navyleeps. 
Yet cheer'd by Hope, while o'^ the tranquil 
main. 

To silence hush'd, the brooding tempest sleeps : 
— Twas at the hour, when long the solar wain 

Had roll'd down Heav'n — and rous*d from warm 
repose, 

Sloiw at their comrades' caH the second watoh arose. 
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XXXIX. 

Vencidos vera do sono, e mal despertos 
Bocejando a meudoy sa encostavad 

Pelas antenasj todos mal cubertos 
Contra bs agudos ares, que assopra- 
vab ; 

Os olhos contra sen querer abertos 
Mal esfregandoy os membrosesliravao, 

Remedios contra o sono buscar quereniy 

Historias contam, casos mil referem. 

XL. 

Com que melhor podemoSy hum dizia^ . 

Este tempo passar, que he tab pesado^ 
Senao com algum conto de alegria 

Com que nos deixe o sono carregado ? 
Responde Leonardo, que trazia 

. Pensamentos de Jirme namorado. 
Que contos poderemos ter melhores 
Parapassar o tempo, que de amores ? 
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XXXIX. 



Scarcely awake, against the tapermg mast. 
Heavy and cold recline the languid crew ; ^■ 

The broad sail, flapping, wards the aightiy blast, ^ ^ 
Which as across the decks it keenly blew 

Through their worn garbs with piercing dullness 
past; A ' 

And each tir'd limb they stretch, lest sleep subdue 

Thdr lids that long to close, and all devise 

By converse short and forc'd, to shun his soft siHw 
prise. 

XL. 

" How can we better these dull hours employ, 
" How sleep defy," one watchful youth demands^ 

** Than by some gay romance, some tale of joy, 
'' To spur the time that now so stilly stands i*' 

** Yes/* Leonard cries, (whom long the archer boy 
Had prison'd ^t in beauty's gentle bands,) 

** Yes/* Leonard cries, " 'twill charm the tedious 
night 

" To tell of venturous loves, and deeds of soft de- 
fight/' 
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XLI. 



Nab he disse VellosOy cousa jtista 

Tratar branduras em tanta asperezar 
Que o trabalho do mar que tanto casta 

Nad so/re amoves, nem delicadeza i 
Antes de guerra fervida e robusta 

A nossa historia seja, pots dureza 
Nossa vida ha de ser, segundo entendo 
Que trabalho par vir mo estd dizendo^ 

XLII. 

Consentem nisto todes 8( aicomendao 
A Velbsoj que conte isto, que aprova i 

Contarei, disse sem que me reprendao 
De contar causa fabulosa ou nova : 

E par que os que me ouvirem daquiaprett' 
dab 
Afazerfeitos grandes de alt a prova, 

Dos nacidos direi na nossa terra, 

E esles sejab os doze de Inglaterra. 



Ill 



"^Perish that tboughtr the bold Veloso cries; 

" Who talks of Love in danger's dire extremes ? 
** SfaaU we, while giant perils round us rise> 

*^ Shall we attend to those enerving themes ? 
^ No — rath^ some ^raendous tale devise 

'< Of war's alarms, for such our state beseem^^ — 
^ So shall we scorn our present ills, and learn 
" To cope those coming toils my prophet eyes 
discern," 

xLn. 

He spoke — and all accord — and all exclaim, 
" To thee, Veloso, thee, the task is due!" 

** None then," he cries, " shall this narration blame 
" For slighted truth, or fables told as true ; 

** Arms I rehearse, and such high feats of fame, 
** That all who hear shall glorious deeds pursue, 

** Fifd by the praise their own compatriots gaio^d, 

** Who erst the tilted fight 'gainst England's Twelve 
maintain'd. 
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XUII. 

No tempo que do reyno a rcijl^a leve- 
Joaofilho de Pedro moderavUj . 

Depois que sossegado e livre o teve. 
Do visinho poder que o molestavd/^ 

Ldf na grand Inglaterra que de neie 
Boreal sempre abunda, seme^va 

A fera Erinnis dura^ e md cizania 

^ue lustre fosse a nossa Lusitania ! 
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XLIII. 

'* When mighty Juan held the regal reins, 

**' (Great Pedro's son) for gentlest sway lenown'd, 
VfhsX time he boldly burst those despot chains 

Which proud Castile about his country bound. 
It happM in haughty England's cold domains, 
*' Where Boreal snows forever clothe the ground, 
^ Dire feuds arose — and from that distant shore, 
*' Eternal lights of £une our Lusian warriors bore/' 
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NOTES. 



NOTES. 



MADRIGAL. P. 44. - 

TThis is one of the many poems which Camoens 
originally wrote in Spanish. There are some of 
his compositions of a more motley description^ in 
which he blends two languages together, and 
walks, as he expresses it, '^ with one foot in For- 
tugal and the other in Spain.'' Com hum pi aPoT' 
tt^ueza, e autro a Castelhana. 



MADRIGAL. P. 45. 

Matos, in one of his letters, quotes this little 
Poem as the production of Camoens, and on that 
authority only it is here inserted. 
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CANZONET. P. 49. 

Our poet has managed this trite and commoQ 
sentiment in his happiest manner. Nothing is 
more frequent in Proven9at poetiy than gay and 
romantic descriptions of Spring, '^ wherein eche 
thfnge renewethy aaue aneJie the Louer^.^* 



RONDEAU. P. 51. 

Perhaps this little Poem, in its present form^ has 
no very just claim to the title which it hears. 
Like the preceding one, it seems to have been 
suggested by a hint of Ausiaa Mdrch, a Trouba- 
dour. 

Sweet b love, and sweet is the rose. 
Each has a flow'r, and each has a thom ; 
Roses die when the cold wind blows. 
Love, it is kill'd by lady's sconi I 

'Surry* 
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STANZAS. P. 53. 

These fine moral lines are remarkable for their 
exireme am{dicity. The thkd Stanza probably 
aBndes to one of tiiose little trsai^;res9ions of which 
our Poet was ofben guilty, but of which he sddom 
repented. The commentators suppose that it re- 
lates to a negro girl, of whom he was passionately 
fond. They endeavour to de^d the irregu- 
larity of his taste, by comparing it to the pen- 
c^gmt of tiie wisest of men for the dusky Queen of 



This negro slave was named Joanna, and to her 
Camoens addressed some pretty verses^ begin- 
ning, 

The captive which Victory gave to my arras 
Has prison'd my soul in the chain of her charms ; 
So I soothe her with gentle good-humour, that she. 
In return, may be more than good-humour'd to 
nlie! &c. &c 



ido 
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CANZONCT. P. 55. 

A mistress composed of flowen it by im> neuis 
a rarity in the garden of the Muses. Our .own 
Spenser has quaintly pursued this thought.'. 

** Her lippes did smell like unto giUiflowerSy 
" Her ruddie cheeks like unto roses red ; 
*' Her snowy browes like budded bellamourS) 
^' Her lovelie ten like pinkes but newlie spredi 
" Her goodlie bosome like a strawberrie bed ; 
'^ Her neck like to a bunch of cullambines, 
" Her brest like lillies ^ere their leaves be shed, 
" Her nipples like young blossom'd jessamines/' 
&c. 

It must be confessed that the 4th and 6th Iilcs 
of this fanciful Sonnet convey strange ideas of 
the lady's charms. 

' Sonnet 64 : And Shak^peare, Sonnet 99. 
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CANZON. P. 5d. 

InHaled from the 34th Sonnet The Translator 
hambly presumed, that the graces of this charm- 
iog little PoeBi would appear to greater advantage 
in its present form than in that of a Sonnet. 

The creatiTe powers of fancy, during the ab- 
sence ni a rabtress, form a ^ivourite subject of 
Vmvea^ poetry. . There is a yeiy comical story 
somewhere of a fastidious gallant, whose perverted 
imagination coiyured up circumstances, that finally 
put Ldve to death. 

■ Camoens seems to have taken the hint of this 
Poem from Petrarch, Sonnet 90. 
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— Sennuccio i tb che aappif tfc^ 
Laura mi valve — 

Qui tutta umU e qui la vidi altera^ 
Or aspra, orjdanOy or dUpietaia, or piOf 
Or vestirsif Sfc. Sfc. 



And Petrarch was, perhaps, indebted for the 
idea to Ovid. Fast 2. 769. 

Carpitur attonitaa absentia imagine sensus 
nie : recardanti plura magisque placent r 

Sic sedit, sic cuitajuit, sic stamina nevit^ 
NegkctiB collo sicjacuh'e conue; 

Has habuit vultuSf hac illi verba fuh'unt. 
Hie calary hacfacieSy hie decar aris erat ; 

Sic quamvis aberat placitie prasentiafamue, 
QUiB dederatprasens forma manebat amor. 

IMITATED. 

Strange is the power of thought — oft Memory seems 
To view the maid in visionaiy dreams^ 
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Or bending o'er the loom with patient care^ 

Her white neck shaded by descending hair» 

Or when her song the lapse of time beguiles. 

Or sagdy sad, or ripen'd into smiles ; 

The same that blush, the same that fiudtless grace^ 

The same those gay bewitcheries of face ; 

-^— Love deems her near — and hangs upon the form. 

Which Fancy draws — as wishing and as warm ! 



MADRIGAL. P. 58. 

IMITATED FROM THE BEGINNING OP THE FIFTH ODE. 

Boscan, a celebrated Spanish Poet, has a thought 
somewhat similar. 

Camo despues del tempestoso dia 
Lm tarde clara suele ser sabrosOy 
Y despues de la noche tenebrosa 

El resplandor del Solplazer embia ; 

Assi en su padecer el alma mia 
Con la tarde del bien es tan gozosa, Sfe. 



Sweet fa eteidi^i tnitiqiiil tflk^, '' ' ' '- 
Vnien'tlieday of storms is ddile; ' ' > 

Sfi^'the tlear told hobr 6f prinie, 
Kight just Hcatter'd by the siill ; 
—Sweet — but sweeter far to me, 

The dawn of hope difius'd by thee ! 






. f 1 \ 



MADRIGAL. P. 59. 

■.;•;.; :- ■. ■. . ■ . . • j • . '•= •.-:"; 

The tame term m Portagu«)» aigpifies bo|b tha 
pupil of tke eye and a chikL Hen^ tb^ turn of 
this fenciful poem. Numberless and wretched 
have been the concetti to which this unfortunate 
pon has given birth. In our own bm^ltti^ge^ aome- 
dnng of the nme kind has befai attempled bf 
Dr. Donne: 

> ^< So to engraft our handes as yet^ 

^'WasaUtlieineanestoniakeiisoM^ ^ . ,•^ 
''^ And picture»inOur eyestoget f. 
^ Was all onr propagation.*' . .;■» 
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Donne's ipras the age of qiudotness, <i&d it is 
lurprising that this idea has not been more rami- 
fied and tortured by the English metaph^eal 
poets of that school. 



CANZONET. P. 60. 

Some of the comment of Faria has been intro« 
dnced into the translation of 4his poem, and cer- 
tain vary neceiSsary liberties taken ivith the ori* 
gmai. 

*^ Thcu luui an eyey" 8xjc* Notwithstamfingall 
tint has been said, and all that has been written 
to disprove the existence of a real and positive 
standard of beauty, were we to argue from the 
universahty of poetical taste in every age, we 
sAionld {dace die essence of female lovdiness in 
the description before us.~«Loda d oubam and" 
eyes of blue have ever been dear to the sons of 
song. The Transtotor sdmost ventures to clonbt 
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whelher these two idets do not enter mto eveiy 
oomliiniitioii of charms created by the |K)^ical 
mind. The former are almost constantly acccHn^ 
panied by the advantages of complexion, and by. 
that young fre^ess which defies the imitation 
of art. Sterne even considers them as indicative 
of moral qualities the most amiable, and asserts 
that they denote exuberance in all the warmen 
and, consequently, in all the better feelings of the 
human heart. The translator does not wish to 
deem this opinion as wholly unfounded. He is, 
however, aware of the danger to which such % 
confession exposes him, — ^^but he flies for protec- 
tion to the temple of 

" AuREA Venus." 



CANZONET, p. 67. 



This Poem is attributed to Camoens on veiy 
slight authority. It is certainly a curiocis speci-^ 
men of the doggish jealousy too often found in 
the aiftours of his country. 



1^ 

* -^tkai Heaifn is wonirous near." This sen* 
tineut strikingij resembles some lines of Ouillem 
Aeimer, an old Pn>ven9al Poet. 

" Qtumf eu li quier meree en genoillos 

** £la mi colpay, et mi miet oehaisos 
. ^ Ei Vqigua wf cw ave^lper mer lo vis 

'^ JE ela me fat ung regard amoros 
,** Et eule bais la bucha, e'ts olt am'dos 
I ** -^Adoncq mi par ungjai de Paradis /*" 

nilTATED. 

When at her feet I long have pray'd, 
Witli pleading eloquence of sighs. 

What bliss to hear the mdting maid, 
In lowly murmurs bid me — " Rise/' — 

How all my bosom-pu]ses beat 
When with a kiss I seal her eyes ! 

My soul springs forth her soul to meet,. 
—Hiey meet and mix — in Paradise! 

fTyrwhitt's Chaucer.. G2Mf». 



r ', • 
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■z^e-f^.. or ;'^^^ .'J .'^'^'^ ?-^:'V^ ^>^^ 



CANZON. P. 68. 

' The shortness of life, says one of our moal dt- 
gant writers, is equally favonrabfe lo the aiga* 
ments of the yoluptuary and of the moralist.. 
Eveiy hard-hearted fair one, from the beginnings 
of tim^ 1ms been reminded that 

** La Beaulte ttest ungfruict de garde." 

This Caozon seems to have bem snggflsted bj 
part of the 63d Chant, of Auriat Mireh^ Obit PrcK 
▼en9al Poet. 



'' No sdbea prau si leixau temps Ji^r 
" — Et temps perdut no poH ester cotrat^ 

Did ever yet a moment stay 

To pteise the dallying lover ? : a 

And who that lost the ludny day . ^ 

Could e'er that loss recover ? &c. &a 



129 

•i. L 

** Thy locks of gold,'' &c. So Beiiib<v 

^* Quando le chiome d'or caro e lucente 
*^ Sdranno argente/' &c. 

The Transkitor has, in this place, taken aline 

I i> (. • ' ■ 

from Brummond. 



^^ Tiose vain regrets ," &c. Gil Polo, a Spaoiah 
Fbety Ipfrdttily treats this thought in his Diana, 
Lib. ii. 



** Porque toma tal vinganga, 
f* J)e vosotras el amor, 
. ^ Que entoncesos dd dolor 
^* Quando osfalta la esperanga !*' , 

Tliy pride of charms shall all decay, 
And thou shalt then its forfeit pay, 
And vainly weep thy former scorn, 
Thy thousand lovers' slighted ipnfmt^ 
And grief shall in thy heart be born. 
When love is dead in thehrs ! 

.^ r2 ■- -^ 
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STANZAS TO NIGHT. P. m 

Tliese Stanzas are the concluaioD of an Ode to 
the Moon, and are the only part of it which is 
worth the trouble of translatioQ. 

" Young buds I strew," kc^ The classical of- 
fering of flowers to Night seems to have been sug^ 
gested by B. Tasso* Rimcy Lib. ii. Can. 3. 



" Notte ! che debbo darte 
** Che cost intenta, e cheta 
'^ Ascolti le mie voci alta e noiose ? 
" Poiche d'altro honor arte 
" Non posso, prendi lieta 
'^ Queste negre viole e queste rose 
" Dair umor rugiadose^ &c. 

Night ! since thy pensive ear did not disdain 
The w^ing lover's sadly dittied strain. 
Large gifts of gratitude to thee he owes. 
Who kindly listened to his tale of woes.— 



mi 

Be generoQd still — his little all receive, 
AU that a Pdef s humble hands can give ; 
Young violets that boast celestial blue, 
And bndding roses, newly dipt in dew ! 

" By jealous Tithan," &c. The tears of Au- 
rora are frequently mentioned by poets, but it was 
reserved for Phineas Fletcher to give a natural ex- 
plication of them'— 

'^ Aurora from old Tithon's frostie bed, 
" (Cold wintrie withered Tithon) earlie creq)es, 
^* Her cheek with grief was pale, with anger red, 
^' Out of her window close she blushing peepes, 
^^ Her weeping eyes in pearled dew she steepes> 
** Casting what sportlesse nights she ever led." 

ECLOGUE VII. 

f 7%c Prize.} 
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CANZON. P. 72. 

' IMITATBD FIOM THI XZXTI. SON. OF TBE SECOKD CEimniT. 

The tree to which these lines are additpssed^ 
secans from the description to have been the Du- 
rio. It is a ^lecies of apple-tree, whiph grows to 
an immense size^ and to the fruit of which tl^at 
quatity is attributed, which the ancients formerly 
assigned to the Lotos. (Sousa.) 

" jis the mellowing blushes/* &c. The luxuri- 
ance of female charms furnishes our Poet with 
some of his happiest allusions. In particular^ that 
most celebrated simile in the 9th Lusiad : 

*' Osfermosos limoes^ alii cheirando , 
'' Estdo virgineas tetas imitando/* 

Here balmy citrons scent the whi^'ring grove, 
Roimd as the virgin's rising breasts of love. 



1^3^ 



CANZONET. P. 74. 

So Petrarch, Somi. 194. 

** Cantai — or piango, e non men di dolcezza 
** Del pianger prendo, che del canto presi, &c. 

Gay were my songs — ^now tears will only flow» 
And all my bliss is centered but in woe ! 



Ttjt^ff I. 



« ■ 'lAke the captive's strains 
^* Chanted to the sound of chains l'^ 

Imitated from Tibullus, Eleg. Tii. b. 2. 



'^ Spes etiam validd solatur eompede vinctum^ 
" Crura sonant ferrOy sed canit inter opus:" 

For Hope can soothe the wearied prisoner's pains^ 
Ana turn to melody the clank of chains; 
ConsoFd by her, while har^ the fetter rings 
He thinks of happier days, and gafly sings. 
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CANZON. P. 75. 

The chaste discretion of deHcate love is 
rably portrayed in this little Poem. Hapj 
our Author had he always obeyed its dictates 



CANZONET. P. 77. 

" The Lady who swore hy her eyes,** Sue) 
verations were not unusual in the days of ch 
They are frequently mentioned in the Tales 
Troubadours. In the Lai of Courtoys thei 
particular instance. ^* Estant cousches en I 
" belle dame It f aid sermen, e diet, par ma 
^^dict elle^e PAR CILS YEULX ^t tant estima 
The modest reader must not expect the rem; 
of this strange adjuration, which is a con 
medley of pious phrases and sentiments ] 
means analogous. 
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ELEGY. P. 79. 

The Elegy from which these lines are takeD^ 
was probably written by Camoens at Santarem, 
whither he had been banished. The circum- 
stances of his exile, and the cause of it, produced 
a natural comparison between his fate and that of 
Ovid. 

" JFfer who so long" &c. 
« His babes/' &c. 

In the third Epistle from Pontus, Ovid thus 
unfashionably laments the absence of his wife. 



4t 



Utque sit exiguum p(en€e, quhd conjuge chard 
** Quhd careo patrid, pignoribusque meis," 



*Tis mme to mourn the cherish'd joys of life ; 
Mourn for my distant country — children — ^wife. 
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Among die numerous imhatims p£ 
WandeiiDg Cup«d, there is none ,jn wiu^h. .the,;* 
playfol character of boyhood Jia|i been sp wdl ,; 
preserved as it is in this little Poenu Thede^trnc-.r 
tion of the flowers is an act of mere duldish mi^ : 
chief, which admirably accords with ** the youog> . 
adopted's age. 

'* HU baby form,'''^ 

*^ Like one of those within nm^ eye»r Ca- 
MOBMS is passionately fond of this allusion. It baa . 
been fancifully pursued by one of the most oi%inal 
of our modem Poets '. 

> little's Poenvyp. S6. 
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SONNETS. P. ^89. 

Amoiigtt btber reasons why the kgidinate Italiaa 
Sooiiet be not suitable to the genins of the Englirii 
hiigijiage, the following is not the least forcible. 
In fliose languages, which are more immediately 
fomid on the Latm, there is a frequait similarity 
of termmatkm, which greatly facilitates the use 
of rhyme. Accordingly^ the Italian, Spanish, and 
Portuguese hmguages (which originate from that 
source) have adopted the licence of polysyllabic 
rhyme, and wiA it the Sonnet. The former was 
a Eberly which they could scarcely have avoided, 
but which has never been sanctioned by the 
*• Musa severiarea" of England. To us, there- 
fore, the mechanical arrangement of a Sonnet be- 
comes a matter of peculiar dfficulty. 

Some of the Spanish poets have laid down a 
collecti<Hi of rules for the construction of Sonnets, 
so pompous and so particular, that it seems as if 



J3S 

they considered that species of composHkm as tte 
sublimest effort of human ingenuity. In all die 
oracular obscurity of Portuguese metaphor we me 
told, that a Sonnet should '^het^ened mth artey 
of silver^ and closed with one of |^d T Que ha ^' 
Saneio de ebrirae cpm chave de prtAa, e fedkH^Bi 
iowkchavdecuT0^. 



ft .■ 
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SONNBjri. p. 85. 

Love delights to recal the circumstances, of its 
earlier existence ; and to Camoens ft.ose earlier 
remembrances were cert inly the pleasantest. 

« When in the midst,'' &c This event, from 
the internal evidence of other Poems, appears to 
have taken place on Holy Thursday, 1542, in that 
church at Lisbon which is dedicated to the 
** Wounds of Christ.** If we compute according 

> Trat da Vera. Poitog. Em lisboa 1781. 12mo. 
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to. the calendar then in use, we shall 4ye able to Jas- 
certain the exact day on wbach oar Poet's pas- 
sion commenced. He tells us'iii the 7th Canzon, 
that it b^an ^' when the sun was entering Taurus/' 
B^ore the Gr^rian alteration, that ingress was 
s^ed to be on the lOdi of April. Holy Thurs- 
day, in the year 1542, happened on the 11th of 
April. There is a class of readers to whom the 
omission of this point would have appeared un- 
pardonable, and for their instruction the Translator 
has investigated it. 

" — each wasted hour — *^ 
" When I was free/* &c. 

• ■ . 

Faria says that Camoens was indebted for this 
idea to Sihestre, a Spanish Poet. 

^' Tan preciosa es mi prision, 

" Say tan bien aprisianado, 
" Que pido recowvencion^ 

^* Del tiempo que no lo he estado !*' 

VISIT OF LOVE. 
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So deli^tfiil my prison had grown. 
So charming the fetters I bore. 

That my bosom regretted alone 
—It had not been captured before I 



SONNET IL P. 6€. 

« * • 

Use Sonnets formed on this idea, botli previo 
aad subsequent to that of Camoens, are ahnosti 
numerable. It is^ probable that our Poet fouud< 
his on some lines in Garcilasso. 

*^ Entonces coma quando el Cisne siente 
*' El anna postrimera que le aquexa 
** Y tienta el cuerpo misero y dotunte 
*^ Con triste e lamentable son ae quexa 
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'^ F tfe dnpiae con junesto canto 
** Del €9pirtil mtal que del se alexa; 
'^ Asn aquexado yo de dolor tanto 
'' Que e/ atiTitf abatidonava ya la humana 
" Came,'SoUi la rienda al triste IlantoJ* 

BCLOG. II) 



IMITATEDl 

As pours the swan his melancholy drains, 

While death-pangs erdudhs thro' his freezing yeins, * 

Just as existence wmgs her parting flighty 

And heart grows chill, and eyes are steeped in nig|it, 

Ile'monms for life, in lapses sad but strong, 

Aiiidliis l^t accents fidter into song. 

Soi when I leave this dreary vale of woe, 

And love and grief have brought my qiiritlow. 

For th^, most &ir— most loVd — ^thee, most severe^ 

For thee, thy bard shall weep hb latest tear. 

And faibtly litter vi^ith his failing breath> 

^ ^Tb parting makes the bitterness ojf deathP 
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And unrequited love and cruel ummg." The 
origiDal concludes with a line of pure l^panish) 
taken from j^oscan, 

^* La vueetra falsa fi,y el amor nuo." 

Such combinatioos of language are not unusual 
among the Poets of Italy, Portugal, and Spain. 
The following curious medley is found in a Canzoo 
of the inmiortal Dante. 

" Chanson ! vos pognez ir par tot le mond, 
'^ Namque locutus sum in lingud trind, 
" Ut gravis mea spina, 
'' Sifacciaper lo mondo ogn* uomo il senta 
^* Forse pietd n'havra chi me tormenta,** &c. 

Our own Chaucer has likewise indulged in this 
practice, 

^* Opulchrior Sole in beautie, &fiill ylucidentel" 

IX. LADIES* WORTHIB. 
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SONNET ni. P.«7. 

' This fine Sonnet is addressed to Estacio de Fa" 
rta, grandfather to the Commentator on Camoens, 
who says of him, that, '^ if not great in all things^ 
he was little in none.** 

" And like a watch-tower.** The original con- 
tains a pan on the words Farb and Faria. 



SONNET IV. P. 88. 

The touching melancholy of many of those 
compositions in which Camoens complains of his 
sorrows, becomes truly interesting when we con- 
sider, that he laments what, he actually suffered, 
that he was not fastidiously unhappy, but under- 
went real misery in its fullest extent. 

" To combat perils strange** The original is 
not very graceful — " Me fez manjar de peixes ;*' 
literally, " had made m& food for fishes^ 
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'< Miiii that wild main;' ke. ADudii^iiot to the 
shipwredL whidi be siifif^^ed m the Gulf of Co- 
chiu-Chma, but to the dangers encountered when 
he accompanied Manuel de Vasconcelos io an ex- 
pedition agamst the Moorish yessek in the Red 
Sea, about the month of Febnutfy, 1555. 

The Commentator Sousa, will not allow that 
this Sonnet relates to the life of Camoens. He 
supposes it to have been written by our Poet, but 
to be descriptive of the misfortunes of one of his 
friends, and liberally bestows the epithets, '' beast 
and fool," on those who presume to think other- 
wise. 



SONNET V. P. 89. 

Written on the morning of our Poet's departuie 
from Lisbon to Santarem. 

" — Purpling orient" &c. Literally " marche" 
iada,'* inlaid. 
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" As e'en might turn," &c. This fanciful rhodo- 
iiumtade seems to have been suggested by Dante. 

** E camminciS raggiandomi d*un riso 
" Tal, che nelfuocOffaria Vuamfelicer 

FARADISO, CANTO VII. V. 17- 



SONNET VI. P. 90. 

** My senses lost,* Sec. Perhaps this complaint 
ivas more than poetically true. The assertion in 
question miglit have been occasioned by the noble 
independence of our Poet's disposition, and by his 
imdbguised contempt of titled ignorance and dig* 
nified barbarity. Such conduct will in all ages 
obtain the appellation o^ madness. 
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SONNET VII. P. 91. 

Bertaut» an old French Poet, hath expressed the 
same sentiment in a beautiful manner. 

Felicity passie 
Qui ne peux revenir, , 

Taurment de ma pende I 
Que n'ay-je en te perdant^ perdu U souvenir? 

HelaSf Uneme reste 
De mes contentemens, 
Qu' un souvenir Juneste 
Qui me ks convertitf a toute heure^ en tour- 



SONNET Vm. P, 92. 

The earliest and happiest years of our Poef s 
life were passed at Coimbra. The walls of that 
town were bathed by|the river Mondego, to which 
this beautiful Sonnet^ is addressed. 
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SONNET K. P. 95. 

It is amusing to observe our Poef s recantation 
of all his former blasphemies against the omnipo- 
tence of Love. Perhaps, if every map who has 
felt its influence, were to be equally t;andid, he 
would confess that his sweetest hours were those 
which were passed under its dominion. '^ Croyez 
mai, on rCest heureux que par V amour'* So said 
the dangerous Valmont, and once, at least, the 
dangerous Valmont was right ! 



SONNET X. P. 94. 

'' Come tell me, fairest'* Thus too Ferreyra, 
one of the most pleasing amongst the Portuguese 
writers : 
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*^ — Donde tomau amovy e de qual veoy 
ouro taofino e puro para aquellas 
Trangas loj^ras 7 — 

" Donde as perlas," &c. 

SONNET XIX. 

O tell me from what purer mine 
Did Love select that redden'd gold, 

Which fondly o'er thy brows divine 
Thus hangs in many an amorous fold ! 



Both C AMOENS and Ferreyra seem to have taken 
the idea from Petrarch, Sonn. 185. 

^' Onde tohe amor VorOy e di pud venn 
^^* Per far due treccie hionde/' &c 



SONNET XI. P. 95. 

Thus Petrarch: 

'^ iSenedetto na 'Igiorno, e7 mescy e Vanno^* &c. 
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" VeiVd every prospect, ' &c. 
There is a concetto in the original on the word 
Esperanga, which signifies both Expectation and 
Hope. 



SONNET XII. P. 96. 

Written on the death of Don Antonio de No- 
ronha, who was slain in an encounter with the 
Moors on the 18th of Aprils 1553. We must be 
careful not to confound this amiable young hero 
with the two inglorious viceroys of his name, nor 
with Don Antonio de Noronha, who was Governor 
of India in 1568, men remarkable for nothbg but 
the rapacity and extortion which they displayed in 
the execution of their office. He whose premature 
death our Poet thus feelingly laments^ was his 
earliest friend, and connected to him by a remark- 
able similarity of fortune. His father, the second 
Count of Linares, had sent him to join the Moorish 
expedition, in order to remove him from the object ^ 
of an attachment which he had formed at Lisbon. 
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It was in this expedition that he was slain. The 
circumstances of his death, as detailed by Sonsa, 
exhibit all the chivalrous gallantry of those roman- 
tic days, when men were more than heroes, and 
women but just less than divine. 

*' Live in the memory," &c. So B. Tasso^ 

— " Vivrb nelle memorie dei martali/' 

SONNET i« 



SONNET XIIL P. 97. 

The mefficacy of rural beauty to please, during 
the absence of a. mistress, is amcmg the common- 
places of amatory .poets« The language . of the 
heart is so universal* that the^simflaiity of tius^Son* 
net to a pas^ige iuXADghonie willnotJBurprise: 
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** — — ^What are streams or flow'rs, 
<^ Or songs of blithe birds? Wh^t the blushing rose^ 
*' Young health, or music, or the voice of praise, 
The smile of vernal suns, the fragrant breath 
Of evening gales — ^when Delia dwells a£ur?" 






SONNET XIV. P. 98. 

Written on his departure for Africa. 

*' O then thy magic name^s mysterious sound/* 
It is probable, says the Commentator^ that on sudi 
an emergency, he would ]^ve J^ivqIk^ the more 
powerful assis^ce of SU James of Compostellar 
or the Archangel St. Michael. 
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SONNET XV. P. 99. 

** I sang of Lionel* &c. Perkaps this thought 
was suggested by Dante. 

« Ford parlando imumiorar la geniey 
'< — e roggi&nat 'famar «t dokismeiUf, 
^^ Chefac€ catuentir lo cuarein &i»— '* 

UlME,fol. IV. Sf X. 

So gaily shall the amorous minstrel sing. 
His glowing verse diall soft persuasion bring. 
And while the strains in tides of sweetness roll. 
Teach warm consent to each enraptured soul« 

But Dante, unfortunately, did not fulfil his pro- 
mise, for his minor po^ns on amatory subjects are 
often deficient in the ease and ddicacy necessary to 
such compositions. 



^ And hht8kk^ g^h/" kc The ^pStdiie of 
these young sdb^ars brii^ tb mmd a odelMnited 
passage in the Cooiiessipns of St Austin. ** Si nan 
*^ mnmferiSf .frigid^ loquar : Da mnantemi da 
**seniientem da denderantem — sckt fuod loquari** 
Confess. Cap. IB. 4 4. 



^ JTiose little secrets/' &c. So AmsIos Mirch, 
the Provencal. 

^ He asatsparlat d'amor^ e de shsfets 
^* E desckberts molts amros secrets !*' 

CANTO 73* 

Enough have abiorous deeds employ*d my songy 
Enough those secrets that to Love belong. 



SONNET XVI. P. 100. 

^^ The Tuscan fairy"* &c. Fenpeyra has the same 
thought : 

62 



IJUbd you biit gj^'d tint elder ihy 
Vibea Petrarch p^m^d his peaabe lay.jk 
By Sorga's stieaoii if baply you 
Had niet the Poef s amorous 'view^ . 
O then the hard of Sorga's stream 
Had surely suug a sweeter theme. 
And to a nobler passion true, 
TuQ'd hii wMharpio Love and you I 

** Then haw^ alas, shall humble LUo dare^ 

Lisa is tbeanagram oi Lai$. In the same man- 
ner, oi^ Po^t discreetly calls his mistress Natercia 
instead of Caterina. Sometimes with more learned 
gallantly hei giyes Jier the name <tf iici^ajMi^. 
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SONNET XVII. P* lOU 

Imitated from Petrarch, Somiet 196, 

*' I mi vivea di ma sorte cantento, 
*^ Senza lagrime^ $ sertza invidia akuna, 
** Che 8*aUro amante hd piu destra fortuna^ 
'* Mille placer nan vagU&n un tormento r 

I liv'd contented in my lowly state^ 
Nor grief my heart disturb'd, nor jealous fear^ 

I envied not the Lover^s happier fate- 
Can thousand joys repay a single tear? 

'< Such hlUs I deem'd,'* &c. Thus GutUm 
^e^mer, the Troubadour. 

'' Maia vaut d'amar qi ben est enveiifs, 

^' — Un dok florar non vaut qatcm tis r &e*. * 
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IMfTATED. 



Some love to weep their prime away; 

No charm to me in grief q^ars. 
And forty .amiles could never pay 

A minute pass*d in tears ! 



SONNET XVIIL P., 102. 

** Dear hand," &c. Our Poet had implored 
Donna Caterina to grant him a lock of her hair. 
She promised to bestow it at sdme fiiture period, 
and in the mean time presented him with the fillet 
which she wore round her head, as a pledge of her 
intentions in his favour. . Faria* 

This Sonnet was perhaps suggested by that cele- 
brated Poem of 9^ur^i^y .t^e^innin^, *^ O^iulcei 
prendasy" &e. 
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'* Gifts small as these/' Literally, "By the law» 
of Love, part is taken in pledge for all." 



SONNET XIX. P. 103. 

'' O Lopez r This was Don John Lopez de 
Leytaoy to whom our Poet afterwards addressed 
some very comical verses, occasioned by the sight 
of a piece of Indian doth, which Ley too was about 
to present to a lady of whom he was enamoured. 



SONNET XX. P. 104. 

Writt^ on the deiath of Donna Caterina de 
Ataide. 

^ Love saw the deed.^ The concetti with which 
this Sonnet terminates were so obstinate as to com- 
pel the Translator in some degree to deviate from 
hb original 



1 
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THE NIGHT SCENE. P. 107. 

< 

Tbe Translator has to regret that the intemipL 
tieii of* iUness prevented hun frbm condudiBg this 
Canto, which gives a description of the Toumar 
ment held in London, during the days of John of 
Gaunt) when twelve Portuguese Chevaliers van- 
quished the same number of English. See Mr. 
Mickle's Translation. 

The few Stanzas which have' been thus trans- 
lated, afford a Mr specimen of that ^' eking^nt 
tautology" which the constraint of octave measure 
compelled Camoens to employ, and which is^ 
perhaps, the greatest blemish iu his Epic Poem. 
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